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Author's Notes: 
Have some shameless, dirty smutt to brighten your Friday 3 


‘Would you look at that? All wet for me, are you? Bruce chuckled cheekily, a wide devilish grin splitting his 


face from ear to ear. 


In front of him splayed out on the bed was Steve, all that expanse of tan sweat damp skin on display in his 
nudity as a contrast against the crisp white sheets. His chest was heaving, mouth hanging open and eyes 
halfway shut. His long dark curls were fanned out around his head like a dark halo, his strong legs pulled up and 
bent at the knee, and between those delicious legs Bruce were poised. His grin only grew as he watched a jitter 
run through the bassist's tense body, watching him tremble and listening to his breath hitching just for a 
moment as a dark red flush bled into his cheeks. 


Reaching for the bottle of lube he had remembered to bring to the suite, Bruce squeezed a good amount of 
clear liquid into his left palm; smearing his fore and middle finger with an almost ridiculous amount of the cool 
substance. Its strawberry scent filled his nostrils, and the singer watched the bassist's cock twitch, a thick 


glob of fluid seeping from the slit at the tip. It slid lazily down the shaft to pool at the base; Steve's shaft so 
hard it was pointing upwards instead of resting against his lower belly. Wiggling, the bassist made a tiny noise 


of impatience as he anxiously waited. 


Biting his bottom lip as he focused, the singer shifted to get up on his knees; scooting closer to the taller man 
until Steve's perky ass cheeks nudged against his kneecaps. Glancing curiously at the bassist's face, Bruce 
flicked only the very tip of his index finger across the exposed little pucker between the bassist's firm, full 
mounds. He almost giggled with glee when the tiny rose fluttered, and the bassist's body shuddered at the 


mere graze. 


‘Now, look whose greedy pussy is twitching for me, cooed Bruce, watching the blush on the other man's face 
intensify to colour event eh tips of his ears red; Steve's callused fingers twisting in the bedsheets. 


Snickering, Bruce repeated the action teasingly, only to earn himself a similar reaction. Then, without warning, 
the singer aimed for the spot, pressing both fingers to the tiny hole; applying firm pressure until the ring of 
muscle gave way and both digits sank all the way in to the third knuckle. Steve yelped in surprise, his hips 
jerking upwards and his eyes flying wide open. Looking up, Bruce winked at the older man, and the bassist 
quickly shut his eyes again, turning his head to the side with an embarrassed expression. 


‘Be bludi gentle, he huffed indignantly. 
‘Come on, lighten up Harry: 


The bassist attempted to throw a nadsty glare, but instead his eyes rolled back into his head as the younger 
man's fingers located his prostate almost immediately. Pressing down at the small bump, Bruce rubbed his 
fingers up and down slowly to tease. It seemed to be working, because little by little, Steve's legs were 
beginning to quake at his sides when the muscles tensed, and he felt the older man's smooth, warm inner walls 


flutter ti dally. 


A small, shaky sigh escaped the bassist's parted lips, his head tipping backwards into the pillows, and Bruce 
changed his pattern into drawing quick side to side circles; his thumb pressing down to the sensitive area 
between Steve's legs, behind his balls. Firmly, the singer curled his fingers almost like a gripping hook and 
matched the movements of his thumb to the ones of the other two digits buried inside. He was rewarded for 
his efforts when Steve's hips bucked and began to - albeit slowly and restrained - move to meet the 


stimulation. The tiny mewls spilling from the older man's lips were like music to Bruce's ears. 
‘See? What a greedy pussy you have, always aching for a good shag’ 


This time, Steve's blush did indeed deepen, but there was also a meek whimper fleeing his throat, implying he 
wasn't completely against the sultry lascivious taunting. Yet again applying more pressure to his motions, Bruce 
watched as the older man began to almost writhe like a serpent; as if he was trying not to crawl out of his 
own skin. His arousal was evident by the manner in which his heavy balls had pulled up tight, and the thick, 
steady stream of precum seeping down the length of the bassist's swollen hardon 


‘Think she wants something bigger in there, eh?” said Bruce, anticipation getting the best of him, his own rock 
hard cock standing at proud attention between his legs. 


Withdrawing his fingers, the singer watched the bassist bite his bottom lip to stifle any protest noises. Steve's 
legs were shaking uncontrollably, his entrance stretched and wet with lube, and Bruce took another swipe from 
his palm; just smearing it over the tiny pucker. He was rewarded with a shaky exhale and closed his left hand 
around his own shaft to give it a couple of languid strokes, evenly spreading the excess lube along his member 
out of curtesy. He had something in mind, but he didn't want to actually injure the older man in the process. 
Instead, he hissed as he rolled his hips upwards. 


Forcing himself to stop, Bruce casually wiped his hand on the sheets before scooting forwards, hooking the 
bassist's lean legs over his arms until they locked at the elbow and bending Steve forward just enough to raise 
his ass up off the mattress. Steve's arms flew up, blindly searching for something to hold onto and ending up 
clinging to Bruce's broad, baer shoulders. Adjusting the angle, the younger man guided the fat head of his 
throbbing cock to Steve's entrace, the very tip pressing gently against the dark rose. And then without 
warning, the singer snapped his hips forwards, sheathing himself to the hilt on first thrust. 


Steve's eyes screwed shut and he shrieked, his back arching in a bow up off the bed, and Bruce groaned as 
the impossibly tight inner walls clamped down on him almost painfully hard. The bassist's nails dug deep enough 
into his shoulders to draw blood, leaving crescent moon shaped marks in their wake; teeth bared and sweat 
dotting his hairline. The older man's breathing was ragged, his cock twitching and there were tears dotting the 


corners of his quivering eyelids. 


‘F-fuckin'... don't bludi ‘urt me." he moaned, his expression one that could convey either agony, ecstasy or - 


most likely - a mixture of them both. 


‘Oh, but it hurts so good, doesn't it? the singer chuckled in a dark, husky tone before slowly pulling almost all 
the way out. He held that position for a couple of moments, then he delivered another sharp, rough thrust 
that propelled his dick as deep inside of the older man as it would go. 


Steve whimpered loudly this time, his hips bucking upwards and Bruce felt those plump ass cheeks molding into 
his groin area. The bassist was a lustful mess; the wetness that had been pooling in his eyes trailing down the 
sides of his face and getting caught in his bushy sideburns. His iron grip was now hard enough to leave dark 
bruises at the smaller man's shoulders, his toes curled while he fought against the burn of penetration. He'd 
barely had enough preparation, even with the additional lube. Bruce knew it, but some twisted, almost sadistic 
side of him, was delighted when dominating Steve this way. Even if it may leave a few bruises, and he was also 


well aware of the fact that the bassist would never admit it, but he too thoughroughly enjoyed the ordeal. 
‘F-fuck.. Bruce.. 


It was quiet, barely audible, and Bruce leant forward, pruposely making his cock sink even deeper in by using 
his own weight to press down. Steve moaned throatily, his hands slipping down until they got stopped by his 


own knees. Meanwhile, Bruce did his best to hold back, fighting against the urge to just fuck the older man into 
oblivion. He wanted more of this game, more of the thrill and excitement. Moving one of Steve's hands out of 
the way, the singer promptly pulled the bassist's right leg up even higher until he could hook it over his own 
shoulder. Steve made a noise of protest, probably sore, but immediately forgot the uncomfortable position 
when Bruce trailed a tentative fingertip down the full length of the older man's engorged cock. It traced the 
thick vein straining along the underside; stopped at the spot where the root was connected to Steve's balls. 


‘Oooh, that's interesting... Bruce purred, trailing his finger down the seam that separated the orbs, then lazily 
dragging it back up again. ‘Have you been saving yourself for me, Harry..? You feel like you're about to bloody 
burst! 


Gently palming the tight balls, Bruce pushed them lightly up against the bassist's body. He was rewarded with 
a groan and a shaky whimper, and watched the older man scrunch his nose. His balls were so full, they were 
almost as hard as his cock by now. Bruce somehow wasn't surprised, Steve had never been as sex driven as 
he was and wouldn't constantly wank now at his old age. He could go weeks, forgetting his desire and 
unknowingly saving up, and Bruce would be able to tell when the bassist was reaching his breaking point 
because it would get easier to persuade him into a romp between the sheets. If the singer trapped the bassist 
against a wall in that state, he might amp the older man up enough to make him forget their surroundings 


completely. 


Now, he let his fingers drop even lower, to the spot where their two bodies connected. The bassist was 
stretched to the limit, and Bruce pulled back just a little, then watching himself sink back inside and listening to 
Steve's meek whimper as he was filled to the brim yet again Simultaneously, he ran his fingertips along the 


very rim; feeling Steve's insides clench around him in response. 
‘See? Told you your pussy is a greedy cunt: 


Steve's blush bled into his shoulders at the very sound of those words. His lips moved slowly, as if he was 


muttering some silent curse word, but Bruce knew he was having the time of his life. 


‘Who knew the mighty Steve Harris had such a tight fucking cunt, eh? If | hadn't fucked you so many times, | 
might have taken you for a bloody virgin, the singer chuckled, his voice dripping with a sultry, seductive 
undertone. 


‘B-bugger off.’ the bassist chastised, but he moaned again when Bruce once more pitched his hips forwards. 
‘If they only knew how loud | can make the shy, timid little Harry Harris: 


With those words, Bruce pulled out until only the head remained sheathed, and then slammed his hips forwards 
mercilessly. This time, the bassist couldn't silence himself and he wailed, his own hips jerking upwards to meet 
the rough, almost violent pace the singer was setting. Meanwhile, Bruce leant forwards, nearly bending the 
older man in half in the process; forcing his own hazy amber eyes to remain open as he watched the bassist's 


every expression. Steve's bushy brows were furrowed, his slim nose scrunched up. His petite mouth was wide 


open, his dark eyes screwed shut. Beads of sweat trailed down his forehead and temples, disappearing in his 


thick mane. He looked positively edible. 

‘B-bruce.. please, Bruce.. the bassist suddenly whined. 

Bruce grinned deviously, slowing down considerably. 

‘Oh? What was that? Sorry, | didn't catch it. What do you want..2' he teased with a wicked smirk. 
“Arder.. 

‘Pardon?! 


Steve's face once again turned bright red, and he pursed his lips together momentarily, groaning at a 


particularly, sudeen rough stab aimed straight for his prostate. 
‘Fuck m-me ‘arder ye b-bleedin' sod.! he finally hissed, overcome by the desire to climax. 


‘Oh, you mean like this?! Bruce smirked as he rose up on his haunches, placing both hands at the sides of 


Steve's head and successfully making the bassist's one knee almost touch his temple. 


Pausing momentarily, the singer took the time to remark, ‘You know what? Much as | do enjoy fucking you 
from behind, spanking that pretty arse of yours, | think this is my favourite position Its so much fun seeing 


your face when you're my whore: 


Steve's eyes snapped open, his expression a mixture of shame and delirious desire, the lust burning bright in 
his eyes. Clearly, the bassist would get a kick out of being refered to as a slut, a toy to use and discard. Steve 
had always been the prudest out of the band, little did anyone know how he might transform once he could 
submit in bed. 


‘My pretty little tart, Bruce purred, taking a brief moment to brush aside some stray curls glueing 
themselves to the bassist's sweaty cheek. 


Then, he began pounding the other man without caution, with all he had, knowing that each stroke would spear 
the bassist's prostate dead on. Ramming into Steve, he used his own weight for leverage. The headboard 
clattered in a telltale manner against the wall, bed springs creaking and the soung flesh on flesh echoing 
throughout the room; Steve was gasping for breath. Each inhale was unsteady, each exhale came out 


stuttering. Bruce knew that was a sign of the older man's oncoming orgasm. 
‘Are you going to cum for me, gorgeous? 


One of Steve's shaking hands attempted to reach for his swollen hardon, the thick rod only occaisonally rubbing 
against the other man's hairy belly, but Bruce firmly batted it away; giving the taller man a stern look. 


‘No touching: 
‘But... | ‘ave ta.. | c-can't. Steve whimpered, fresh tears of frustration spilling. 
‘Bollocks, | know you can, you've done it before: 


It was true, Bruce had fucked Steve and made him climax before without stimulating his cock whatsoever, yet 
it might take time and Bruce wasn't sure he had that time to spare before he himself burst. The singer could 
already feel his own orgasm racing closer, so he decided to take pity on his lover, but bypassed his dick 
purposely. Instead, he aimed for one of the older man's peaked, perky pink ripples. It was stiff - one of the 
bassists most erogenous zones - and the singer pinched it tight, feeling Steve's toned body go rigid beneath 
him; his breaths becoming ragged pants and betraying his state. He was right on the edge. 


‘Cum for me, Harry, Bruce cooed and pinched the nipple, twisting it almost painfully hard. 

And Steve did. With a silent cry, he spilled jet after jet of burning hot cum over his own stomach and chest. 
With each burst, his ass clamped down rhythmically around the singer's shaft and Bruce needed only a couple 
more sloppy thrusts before he himself fell over the edge, milked for all he had. He made sure to bury himself 


deep inside the other man, filling him up with his own completion until his balls were dry and empty. 


‘Good boy.. 


